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Dud was inclined to attribute this recover}' of the man's
life-illusion to the mere sound of such resonant words, whether
Aryan or non-Aryan, as Uther and Uryen and Cattraeth and
Carbonek, but he was not wholly satisfied with this explana-
tion. Perhaps a better one was that a small compact cloud,
shaped like a millstone, had rolled up, unobserved by either of
them, and was now darkening the sun and taking the bright-
ness, though not the warmth, from the green turf at then-
feet.
"But you did feel something/* he said, "didn't you? It's
not a scar of course. What put into your head that it could be a
scar ? A scar ? What scar could it be ? But you felt something
and that's what was wanted! That's what's been wanting, my
lad, ever since I gave you that head, and let you know who I
was. You've laid your finger on the seal of Uryen, and that's
the chief thing." *
Dud and his father stood for a while gazing into each other's
eyes. "I don't feel," the former thought, "as if you were out
of your wits; yet no one else, listening to all this, would think
otherwise."
Our friend was the first to withdraw his eyes. "Come on!"
he said quietly and in the most matter-of-fact voice he could
assume. "Let's complete the circle and then I must be getting
home. I promised them faithfully I'd be back for tea at Friary
Lane, and I've got to go to iny rooms first."
By one of those phenomenal changes of the weather that Dud
had already recognized as characteristic of the Dumovarian
climate, quite a lot of clouds had followed the one whose shape
was like a millstone till the darkened grass began to lose its
warmth and a distinct chilliness fell on this citadel of the old
gods.
"The wind's going to get up," murmured Enoch Quirm,
sniffing the air.
"Oh, damn it, sir!" cried Dud in exasperation, "I've heard
wonders enough this afternoon without any ghost-wind! Be-
sides, if anything, the wind has dropped, Look there! The
grasses were stirring when we first got here and they're abso-
lutely still now."
"All right, lad," answered the Glymes man, in a voice so
natural, so friendly, and so sensible, that No-man felt almost
sympathetic towards him, "we won't call it a ghost-wind,

